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A story in one part 


Body 


The Story That Started It All - my very first slash fic! This tale was inspired by a story called "Sweet Dreams" - 
| liked the general idea, but | didnt Ike the end - way too depressing So | did what Ive been doing since childhood 


BIW, Tianna Deveraux-Gordon is my own invention, she wasn’t real. This isn't her first appearance in my tales, nor 
her last... 
And, as always, they aren't mine - they're just, fo quote a friend of mine, people in my head who bear a certain 


resemblance to the Gods Of Music :-) 


"A Winter's Tale" 


It was a dark, chilly, damp early December day in London. According the the weather reports, a massive storm 
was bearing down from the Atlantic - rain to snow with as much as two and a half feet of accumulation. 
Sometime around | PM, Roger Meddows-Taylor and his next door neighbor, a twentyish American named Tianna 
Deveraux-Gordon, were having a late lunch in a little diner. Roger was dressed all in black, which made the 
most of his blond hair and striking blue eyes. Tianna was wearing a burnt-orange sweater and a long brown 
beaded gypsy skirt with a pair of brown suede boots. Her long wild mass of russet-mahogany curls fell to just 
past her waist, completely unrestrained. She had elegant, kittenish features, a small sharp nose, small but full- 
lipped mouth and huge, slightly tilted-up eyes that were, instead of the expected green or hazel, a soft 
chocolate brown. She was nominally dating Roger's bandmate Tim Staffel, but he suspected their relationship 
wasn't all that serious. 

"Tigi, | have a problem. A big one," he was saying, more looking at his sandwich than eating it. 

Tianna looked at him. "What is it, bon am?" She sensed something very serious was up and momentarily decided 
against stealing his pickle. She was from New Orleans and half Cajun, with a habit of slipping from English to a 
sort of pidgen French and back again. Mostly she spoke French when she was annoyed and cursing something 
out. 

He didn't look up. "I think I'm in love with Freddie." 

"Freddie Bulsara? Your roomate?" She smiled. "Who isn't?" 

"No, I'm serious," Roger said, looking at her finally, miserably. "I know we play around like we're --- well, 
together, but | really want to---" He trailed off. 

"Shag him," Tianna added. It sounded funny with her American accent. 

Roger nodded, looking down at his turkey club again 

"So tell him," she said. 

He looked at her. "Tell him?" 

"Tell him." She took another bite of her BLT, then muttered something unintelligible but irritated as a couple of 
tomato slices plopped out the other end. "What? You think he doesn't fancy the pants off of you?" she added, 
speaking with her mouth full. "Literally?" 

Roger blushed. "Tigi---" He'd actually suspected that Freddie did fancy blokes, but hadn't dared let himself 
believe that he might fancy hm. 

She swallowed, then took a sip of her Coca-Cola. "No Rog, | mean it. He likes you. That way. He's told me as 
much." She reached across the table to squeeze his hand. "I swear to God, | wouldn't kid you about this." She 
leaned over and whispered conspiritorily. "Besides, I'm shagging my roomate, so join the club.’ 

"Which one?" He looked at her. 

"Denine. Sorry. | forgot about Fiona" She looked sheepish, then smiled mischeiviously. "What? You think girls 
can't be switch hitters?" 

Roger looked at her uncertainly, not trusting himself to believe what she'd told him about Freddie. She kissed 
his cheek. "Rog, l'm serious. | would not have you on about this. He really does fancy you. Besides, you might as 
well try it once in your life, love." She looked at her watch and her eyes went wide. "Merde! Already?" Before 
he could say anything, she got up and fished a ten-pound note out of her purse. "Here. It's on me this time. I'l 
let you leave the tip. | have got to get going." 

"Where?" He looked around. 

| have to register Opal for school this fall," she said, meaning her four-year-old daughter. 

"You're -- | thought you were going back to the States this summer," he said. 


"I am. For a visit," she said. "Catch you later, ami Whoops!" She started off, then reversed course to grab the 
pickle off his plate. "Almost forgot” 

Roger started to retort, then thought the better of it. The resulting parting shot would likely make a sailor 
blush. Besides, he had to get going, too. He had to trek all the way to Mayfair to pick up a load of vintage silk 
scarves for the stall. He paid and left, thankful that Tianna had volunteered to pick up the tab. As he walked 
out and up the street toward the tube station, a slow, cold drizzle began falling from the leaden sky... 
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It was almost seven before Roger finally got back to the flat. By then the blinding rainstorm had started to 
turn into a blinding snowstorm - and he'd had to walk all the way from the tube station to Kensington Market 
to drop off the bags, then back to the flat. He was a mess by then, soaked to the skin and shivering cold, 
white as the proverbial sheet (or at least as white as the proverbial sheet had been before Freddie had 
washed it with the equally proverbial red sock, leaving the whole mess sort of a proverbial tie-dyed pink) with 
his blond locks hanging in bedraggled strings. He shut the door and sank back against it, exhausted, wishing his 
hair would just stop dripping down his back. 

"Roger, darling! Where were you? | was frantic!" It was Freddie. He knelt by poor Roger. "You poor dear, you're 
drenched" 

Roger started to say something nasty, but one look into Freddie's eyes stopped him. He really did look 
concerned. 

"It took a lot longer than | thought,” he said instead. 

"Darling, you're going to catch your death in those wet things!" Freddie pulled him to his feet. "Go and change. 
Ill bring you some tea in a moment." He shooed Roger out of the room, then spent a good five minutes hunting 
in vain for the kettle before giving up and going to check on his friend. He found Roger huddled on his bed, 
wrapped in a duvet. 

"| don't think l'm ever going to be warm again," he got out through chattering teeth. 

"Here, darling." Freddie sat down next to him and pulled him close. Roger snuggled closer, desperate for warmth. 
Freddie hugged him tighter, stroking his bedraggled hair, doing his very best not to think about the fact that 
Roger was naked beneath the duvet. He longed to kiss him, heck with it, to slide that thing off his shoulders 
and hold him close, feel him tremble for an entirely different reason... 

Roger looked up abruptly, as if reading his thoughts. "I don't think this is such a good idea." 

"And why not, darling?" Freddie said, blushing a little despite himself. 

Roger looked away, embarassed. "| suddenly find myself wanting to kiss you." He sighed, then looked back up, 
blurting it out almost before he knew what he was doing. "Damn it, Freddie, but | think I'm in love with you." 

In reply, Freddie kissed him. His lips were warm and very soft, and their touch sent a delicious chill down 
Roger's spine. It wasn't a long kiss, but it seemed to go on forever. When it ended, Roger looked up and found 
himself staring into the clear depths of Freddie's dark eyes. 

"That's all right, darling. | love you, too," Freddie whispered, then drew him closer and kissed him again, much 
more throughally. This time Roger kissed him back, twining his fingers through Freddie's thick dark hair and 
tugging gently at it. When their lips parted, they looked at one another for a long moment before Roger 
abruptly blushed and looked away. Part of his mind couldn't believe that this was actually happening, that he 
was quite obviously going to wind up in bed with his best friend before it was all over - oh God, was my 
father right about me? - he thought, unable to repress a shudder, hearing that horrid psychotic laugh in his 


mind----all at once he was certain he was going to start crying. It wasn't because of Freddie - the fact was, 


he did love him. He was so desperately in love with Freddie Bulsara that he almost didn't know how to act 
around him anymore. 

"Darling?" Freddie put a hand on his cheek so he had to look back at him. "What's wrong?" 

Roger shook his head and pressed close again. "Just hold me. Oh God, |--| don't know what to do---" 

"Don't worry about anything, dear. Just follow my lead," Freddie replied, kissing him softly, then nuzzling his 
ear, nibbling it gently before giving the lobe a little nip. Roger shivered, although this time it wasn't from the 
cold. Freddie giggled softly at his reaction and gave his ear a litle flick with his tongue. He nuzzled into Roger's 
damp hair, nibbling little wet kisses along the nape of his neck before unexpectedly biting a very sensitive spot 
right between his neck and shoulder. Roger gasped and shuddered as a shock went through his body. He was 
starting to get seriously aroused. Freddie slowly caressed him, running his hands up and down his back a few 
times before sliding them down to his rear, rubbing it gently before shifting position to push him back against 
the pillows. He paused for a moment, gazing into Roger's cerulean eyes with almost startling tenderness before 
kissing him again. All Roger could think was that this was nothing like he'd expected He'd never imagined that 
Freddie would be so gentle, so -- romantic? Nor had he ever dreamed that this sexy, dark-haired devil kissed 
like an angel. He was still a bit uncertain about how this was going to work, but he'd never wanted to make love 
so badly in his life. 

"Are you okay, darling? You're trembling," Freddie murmured. 

‘lm fine. Or | will be. Oh God, Freddie, just take me. Do whatever you want---" Roger almost didn't know what 
he was saying. "| want to so bad, | --- |---" 

"Roger, darling, you're the most beautiful creature I've ever seen," Freddie murmured, "You're an angel, darling, 
an absolute angel, and | love you so much--" Before Roger could reply, Freddie kissed him again. When their lips 
parted again, he reached up, pushed Freddie's hair back and whispered, "I love you, too." 

Freddie kissed him again, then softly nuzzled him, gently kissing his eyelashes, his nose, his face, before backing 
off to gaze into his eyes again Roger looked down shyly, closing his eyes. Freddie nuzzled his eyelashes again, 
gently caressing him. Roger actually quivered at his touch, but didn't open his eyes. He seemed to want Freddie 
to take him in a dream. 

Freddie kissed him again, then slid down to slowly nuzzle along the shaft of Roger's swollen cock. He licked down 
along it to the base, then delicately flicked his tongue around the ridge at the base of its head, almost like he 
was licking an ice cream cone. Roger gasped. Freddie glanced up at him with a rougeish little smile before 
swirling his tongue teasingly around the head, all the while slowly caressing the shaft. Roger didn't know what 
to do. He'd never been in such exquisite agony. He fell back against the pillows with a little moan. "Oh God, Fred, 
d-don't stop---" 

"Darling, | haven't even started," Freddie said with a laugh in between licks. He stopped and looked up a bit. 
"What exactly do you want me to do?" His long hair had fallen forward and it brushed across Rog's cock when 
he moved, eliciting another whimper. 

"| don't know---" Roger said unsteadily. "I've never done this before---" What he wanted was for Freddie to go 
down on him, but he didn’t quite know how to ask. 

"Let me think, darling." Freddie murmured, going back to what he was doing. He kept at it until he knew Roger 
was very near orgasm - then he abruptly backed off. 

"Wh-what are you doing?" Roger demanded shakily. 

‘lm thinking about that, darling," Freddie replied, idly running a finger up and down Roger's leg. "Maybe | shan't 
do anything at all. Or maybe I'll just keep playing with you but not let you come." He leaned over and gave the 
very tip of Roger's cock a little flick with his tongue, making Roger cry out like he'd been stabbed in the heart. 


"I thought torture was illegal----" he quavered when he could speak. 

"Or | could make you beg," Freddie considered. 

"You're a sadist. Either that or lm a masochist---" Roger moaned. 

Freddie didn't reply. Instead he shiftled position to nuzzle Roger's stomach, kissing his naval, before sitting up 
enough to kiss him on the mouth. He was stroking his cock again with one hand, and as he kissed him he 
rubbed his thumb and forefinger around the ridge just under the head. Roger let out a muffled cry and 
shuddered, his cock pulsing so hard that for a moment Freddie thought he'd climaxed. 

"Roger!" he whispered urgently. "Look at me, darling.” 

Roger did, looking almost frightened, his eyes wide and staring, dazed with desire. Freddie kissed him again, then 
slid down and finally, finally did what Roger was longing for him to - took his cock in his mouth, sucking hard. 
Roger cried out as a terrific shock went through his body, he thought dimly that he ought to warn Freddie, 
but he couldn't get the words out before a second, stronger shock tore through his body and he came, crying 
out, almost screaming, shuddering in the grips of the most violent orgasm he'd ever experienced. It seemed to 
go on forever, leaving him gasping and trembling in its wake, utterly spent. 

A moment later, Freddie slid up next to him and took him in his arms. Roger opened his eyes and smiled. "Hey 
you." 

"| don't think | need to ask how that was for you, darling," Freddie said with a smile, kissing him. 

Roger snuggled closer. It was so nice just being held afterwards, he thought. Part of his mind reminded him 
that Freddie was probably expecting him to do something, but he was too blissed out to move --- maybe in a 
minute... 
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Roger awoke with a start, sitting up and thinking Man, what a dream I had. | wonder what my subconscious is 
trying to fell me? He put his hands over his face and rubbed his eyes, replaying the entire thing in his mind - 
and realizing that not only was he not embarassed by the entire thing, he rather wished it had really happened. 
He started to lie down again, then realized with a sudden shock that he was lying naked atop the covers with 
the duvet tucked snugly around him. His hair was still damp. 

As he sat up again, looking around, Freddie came back in wrapped in a red-patterened kimono. "Hello, 
sleepyheadl" He sat down and gave Roger a deliberately loud, smacking kiss on the mouth. "About time, darling. | 
was just thinking up some very interesting ways of waking you." 

"How long was | asleep?" Roger said, looking bewildered. 

"Not very, darling. About half an hour." Freddie ran his fingers through Roger's honey-blond locks, then kissed 
him again, much more softly and thoroughly. "You're not having second thoughts, are you, darling?" He looked 
at Roger uncertainly, his soft dark eyes wide and utterly vulnerable, almost fearful. He was starting to fear 
that he'd just made a terrible mistake and was going to lose Roger entirely over it. He wasn't sure he could 
stand that. 

"Second thoughts? That would imply | had first thoughts. You didn't exactly give me a chance for that. You 
just raped me," Roger replied, feigning offense. 

"But | thought---" Poor Freddie looked bewildered --- and very close to tears. 

"Why you---" Roger pounced on him, pushed him down on the bed and started kissing him madly. "You're a 
prat, Freddie Bulsara. A silly, spoilt little prat who's too dim to see when someone's madly in love with you." 
Freddie tried to come up with a suitable retort, but he broke down giggling uncontrolably. Roger started 
laughing too and hugged him tight. They wound up in a very long kiss. 


"Did you know I've fancied you for a very long time now?" Roger said when their lips parted. 


"| suspected as much, darling, but | wasn't quite sure," Freddie admitted, "I was afraid to say anything. | didn't 
want to scare you away altogether." 

Roger rolled over on his back and looked up at Freddie, who was half-lying across the end of the bed "Maybe 
if you'd tried to shag me right after we met. But not now. | trust you, darling.” He smiled. "Besides, you make 
love like an angel." 

Freddie blushed, then gave him a rare smile that didn't attempt to hide his front teeth. "And you are an angel, 
darling." 

Roger pulled him down and kissed him. "Come here, it's my turn" 

"Wait a moment, darling," Freddie said. "Turn the covers down first, would you? | expect we'll both wind up 
asleep when everything's said and done." He got up so Roger could do just that, slipping out of his kimono and 
tossing it over a chair before joining him under the covers... 
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Freddie fell asleep in Roger's arms not too long after they finished. He'd had almost as long a day as Roger's, 
and he was exhausted. Roger lay awake for awhile, watching the snow swirling through the streetlights. It was 
such a perfect moment that he didn't want to ruin it by falling asleep right away. 

Freddie stirred and whimpered something unintelligible. Roger looked at him in concern as he flinched and 
shivered in his sleep, obviously not having happy dreams. Roger hugged him tighter and whispered, "Shhh, 
Freddie, you're only dreaming.” That seemed to help; he relaxed and snuggled closer, drifting back into deeper 
sleep. Roger kissed the top of his head. In the uncertain light, Freddie's skin looked very pale, his eyelashes very 
dark. His lips were slightly parted, enough to reveal his comically protrubent front teeth. He didn't really have 
an overbite - it looked like something was shoving the front ones forward, Roger saw. It wasn't nearly as bad 
as Freddie seemed to think - it made him look very sweet and innocent, almost childlike. Unable to resist, he 
kissed Freddie very softly, their lips barely touching, then nestled down under the covers with him and drifted 
off into a sound sleep, lulled by the quiet, the thought of the snowstorm outside, Freddie's soft breathing and 


$~ 
He was awakened by Freddie jumping on the bed. "Roger, darling, wake up! Look at it outside, just look!" 

"Huh?" Bleary-eyed, Roger looked up at his lover. It was still dark out. "This had better be good, Freddie." 
"Darling, | think we get the day off, don't you?" Freddie said. 

"What?" Roger sat up to look out the window, then jumped out of bed and went to take a closer look. "Woah." 
London was blanketed by what looked to be nearly two feet of snow. It was still falling so thick and fast that it 
almost obscured the lights. "Okay, | take that back." 

"Maybe we can invite Tianna and Brian over when we get out of bed," Freddie said He was sitting cross-legged 
on the foot of the bed, wrapped in that kimono again. Roger jumped back on the bed and kissed him. 

"What gives you the idea I'm going to let you get out of bed, dear heart?" he inquired, 

Freddie swatted him with a pillow shaped like a huge pair of bright red lips. Roger grabbed another, more 
conventionally shaped one and swatted him back. Freddie jumped him, wrestled him down and tickled him. 

"Yikes, all right, | surrender! Roger yelped. "Ohmigod, don't please, I'm really ticklish---" 

Freddie let go and Roger rolled over on his side, still laughing spasmondically. It took a couple of minutes for 
him to catch his breath. As he did, Freddie leaned off the bed to retrieve a long poufy feather from a vase. 
He'd tossed the kimono off the side of the bed again 

"You're ticklish, you say, darling?" he murmured, nuzzling Roger's shoulder, then slowly running the feather up 


and down his body. "That's a rather dangerous thing to say, isn't it?" 


Roger squealed "Ohmigod, Freddie, don't, that's torture!" and tried to squirm away, to no avail. Freddie caught 
him around the waist from behind with one arm and slowly trailed the feather down Rog's stomach and thighs, 
then back up along his cock. Roger wasn't trying to get away anymore. He squirmed back against Freddie, who 
nuzzled his shoulder. 

"You're a prat," Roger whispered, twisting around to kiss Freddie on the mouth. Freddie kissed him back, tickling 
his backside with the feather. Roger yelped and squirmed involuntarily, creating some very delicious friction. He 
looked at Freddie, who licked the tip of his nose. "Got you, dear." 

"Oh?" Roger kissed him, hard. "We'll see about that, darling." 

Freddie abandoned the feather after a moment more and pushed Roger over on his back, then got on top of 
him and kissed him hard on the mouth. Roger kissed him back, pulling him closer. Freddie half-jokingly mimicked 
a passionate grind, rubbing his cock between Roger's thighs, but Roger responded with a little moan, sliding his 
hands down Freddie's back to his rump, pulling him closer and lifting his hips as well. Freddie was getting 
incredibly turned on, he hadn't realized how well this was going to work. He pressed his thighs against Roger's 
hips, grinding down harder, and Roger cried out, his entire body tensing as if he was on the verge of coming, 
although he was doing his best to hold back It was so unexpected that he almost couldn't - the thought of 
actually making love with Freddie---- on the verge of orgasm himself, he pulled Freddie down on top of him, 
grabbing his backside with one hand and giving one of his nipples a hard tweak It sent a sensational shock 
through Freddie's body and he abruptly climaxed, crying out and grabbing at Roger, his reaction bringing Roger 
off just as suddenly and violently. 

When it was over Freddie lay limp against Roger, completely spent, his eyes closed. Roger lay holding him, idly 
smearing semen around Freddie's navel. After a moment, he kissed his nose and Freddie opened his eyes and 
smiled contentedly. "Hey, loverboy." 

Roger kissed him softly on the mouth. "You know you're the best thing that's ever happened to me?" 

"Aren't | supposed to be saying that?" Freddie said, snuggling closer. He looked up at Roger and smiled 
mischieviously. "Are you sure you've never done this before?" 

lm a quick learner, silly," Roger said, then gave his backside a gentle pinch. 

Freddie let out a little yelp the turned into a giggle. "Or just naturally talented," he said, then kissed him softly. 
"I love you, Rog." 

Roger kissed him back, just as tenderly. "I love you, too." 
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Sometime later, after they'd finally made it out of bed, Roger was watching the snow still come down while 
Freddie rummaged in the kitchen trying to find something for breakfast. He finally turned up a couple of viable 
eggs in the fridge. He started to take one out, then paused, looking puzzled. 

"Rog, darling?" He looked over the top of the fridge door at his lover. "How do you boil an egg?" 

Roger looked around. "You -- uh-oh. Wait. | think it has something to do with hot water." 

Freddie looked at the egg, then back at him. "Are you sure?" 

Roger thought about it for a moment. "Maybe we'd better ask Tianna 

Freddie put the egg down and went over to look out the window as well. "I don't think it'll be worth trying to 
get to the market, darling.” 

"Me neither." Roger turned around into Freddie's arms and kissed him. "Not that I'm complaining.’ 

Freddie held him close. "Do you know how long I've been dreaming of this moment, darling?” 

Roger smiled. "You just had to talk me into it, was all" He'd never felt so safe with anyone before, so utterly 


adored. 


They were in the middle of a very long, intensely passionate kiss when the aforementioned Tianna opened the 
door and let herself in. "Morning, guys." 

Startled, Freddie tried to disentangle himself from Roger, tripped over a stray cat toy and landed on his rump 
with a comic thud. Roger blushed scarlet and tried to hide his face. "Hey, Tigi" 

"Sorry about that" Tianna looked sheepish. "I didn't mean to scare you, amis | didn't think you'd be up yet." Her 
wild mass of below-the-waist, dark-red-brown curls was still damp but she was dressed in a dark-brown 
crocheted sweater and a pair of elaborately faded, beaded and patchworked jeans with wide sweeping bells that 
looked as snug as some of Freddie's. 

"Up in what sense, dear?" Freddie decided there was no point in trying to hide the obvious. 

"The existentialistic one," she replied, casting a significant glance at the front of Roger's very snug trousers. 
Freddie was still fluttering about in his kimono, looking rather like some kind of tropical bird. "I think I'd be able 
to tell if it was anything else." 

‘Oh, | took care of that, darling. Several times over, as a matter of fact," Freddie replied nonchalently. Roger 
blushed again. 

Tianna rolled her eyes. "I told you not to start without me!" 

Roger laughed and kissed her cheek "He didn’t exactly give me a choice, love." He looked at Freddie. "By the way, 
she talked me into the notion of telling you that | fancied the pants off of you. Last night wouldn't have 
happened without her." 

"Although it apparently did," Tianna mock-pouted, the laughed and kissed his cheek. 

"Then we must invite you to stay for breakfast, at least," Freddie said, sweeping over to kiss her on the other 
cheek. "That is,darling, if you have any notion of how one boils an egg." 

If |----are you for real?" Tianna looked at him, wide-eyed. 

‘It has something to do with hot water, doesn't it?" Roger added. 

Tianna looked at them both in disbelief, but broke down in a fit of giggles before she could reply. She was the 
only person they'd ever heard actually go "tee-hee-hee-hee-hee" when she laughed. 

"You guys are the worst," she said finally, shaking her head. "Forget the eggs and come on over. I'm making 
French toast" 

"That sounds wonderful,” Roger said, suddenly realizing how hungry he was. With everything that had happened 
last night, they'd both quite forgotten about dinner. 


"You run on, dears. I'll be over in minute," Freddie decided, running back to his room to get dressed... 


